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“ Turn over the pages at random, and you are sure to come 
on something laughable that you have not seenand are grateful 
or that you have forgotten and are glad to be reminded of, 
MP's in Session’ is worth all the money to anybody ; but to 
those who are familiar with the figures of the people's repre- 
sentatives, it is simply a fountain of glee.” —Pall Mall Gazette. 
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STORIES OF THE WEIRD AND THE WONDERFUL. 
THE UNUSUAL PENNY STEAM-BOAT. 


cold wintry evening, on the Thames Embankment, and pondering as 

to the advisability of taking a cab. For it was blowing a nor’-easter. 

The spray from the angry 

we Thames was dashing over the 

. parapet, and causing even the 

seasoned policeman to swear 
beneath his breath. 

** You had better go by the 
boat, Sir,’”’ shouted a weather- 
beaten salt, touching his tar- 
paulin hat respectfully. Then, 
as his head - covering was 
carried away by the tempest, 
he added, vt ’s cheaper than 
a Hansom, and much more 
comfortable.” 

I was close to the Temple 
Pier, and, partly to get under 
shelter of the ticket-shed, and 
partly to be rid of my obtru- 
sive but well-meaning in- 
formant, I hutried down the 
steps leading to the river’s 
edge. AsI reached the plat- 
form, the Thames, now moun- 
tains high, rocked the 2 from side to side as if it had been a 
cockle-shell thrown upon the bosom of Niagara. Holding on to the 
pigeon-hole of the office, I asked for a ticket to Battersea. 

‘Here you are,” said the Booking-Clerk. ‘* Tuppence.” 

I paid the required sum, and five minutes later was aboard The 
Peerless Perceval, as 1 found the steamboat was called that was 
bound to carry me to my destination. To my surprise, I had not set 
foot on deck a moment before all unpleasant movements came to an 
abrupt but welcome termination. 

a ie is this?” I asked of an official wearing a uniform covered 
with gold lace. ‘* Has the storm abated ? ” 

“Not at all,” he returned, courteously removing his heavily- 
bullioned cocked hat. ‘‘ Not at all. But, the fact is, we keep Zhe 
Peerless Perceval steady by applying round the entire vessel a stream 


of seented oil.” 
This I found was absolutely the case. I had scarcely finished an 
admiration of this sensible, if somewhat costly 





expression of my 
arrangement, when a Purser approached, and bowing obsequiously, 
requested the honour of my presence at dinner. 

We dine early, Sir,” he explained, **but I hope that the menu 
will meet with your approval.’ 

A glance at the bill of fare which commenced with oysters and 
turtle-soup and ended with'sorbe soufflé and the pick-me-up Surprise 
Sarah Bernhardt, re-assured me. 

“* And what may you charge for this ?” I asked. 

“Nothing, Sir,” replied the Purser, seemingly hurt at such a 
question, ‘‘ it is included in the tuppence. I hope you will find the 
ee eee We still have some Perier Jouet of ’74 that is drink- 
abie, 

‘* And is the wine also included in the tuppence ?”’ 

** Assuredly.”’ 

I must contees that I found the dinner, both in viands and liquors, 

all that it should be. Moreover, there were several extremely 
pleasant persons dining at the same time, who welcomed my appear- 
ance with great cordia ity. One was a Duke, another a Lord Justice 
of Appeal, a third a distinguished General. I will not disclose the 
purport of our conversation, merely remarking that from an Imperial 
point of view, it was of the profoundest importance. 
_ After dinner, I strolled into an admirable smoking saloon furnished 
in the most luxurious fashion. Lounges of ratse lester, tables of 
marqueterie, and walls covered with costly paintings. There was a 
grand piano in the centre of the room, at which a popular entertainer 
was presiding, and in the distance I could see a Hungarian 
band tuning up and ready to commence playing whenever its services 
were needed. 

On deck there was an awning of fine purple velvet, that protected 
the passengers from the inclemency of the weather. In fact, nothing 
could have been better or more complete than the arrangements of 
this marvellous vessel. 

Day after day, for weeks and months, I used to catch The Peerless 
Perceval, and travel by her from the emple Stairs to Battersea. 
picked up a number of most useful acquaintances on board, and, 
owing to their influence, obtained the post I now occupy of Inspector 
General of Pauper Imbeciles. Nothing could have been more real 
and substantial than my connection with the boat, and for each 
journey I took I invariably paid the sum of twopence. 





Maxy years ago—it matters not how many—I was walking, one | ho 





=3 


After awhile I indulged in a month’s holiday in Switzerland. On 
my return home, I put in an appearance at my office, and at my 
usual time walked on to the Temple Pier. To my surprise, only one 
of the ordinary boats drew up beside the barge at the appointed 


ur, 
**Isn’t The Peerless Perceval still ranning ’”’ I asked the Money- 
take:, with some show of annoyance. 

“The Peerless what ?”’ interrogated the official. 

““Why The Peerless Perceval?’ I repeated. ‘‘ The steamer with 
the excellent dinner, the morocco couches, the velvet awning, 
the ——”’ 

“* What are you talking about?” interrupted the Money-taker. 
**T know nothing of The Peerless Perceval.” 

And, on my word of honour, from that day to this I have never 
been able to discover the vessel. 

One word in conclusion. I have often been asked “ if this story is 
absolutely true?” Ineed not point out that such a question is 
really an insult, although I must admit that my narrative is indeed 
strange and perplexing. But to set all doubts at rest, I solemnly 
declare that I have told this story for the last twenty years—nay 
more—that I never remember a time when I did not tell this story. 
Yet further still—from what I have been assured by those upon 
whose veracity I would stake my very life, I have every reason for 
believing that this story was told hundreds of years ago by my grand- 
father before me! Need I say after this that it is distinctly true, 
and can absolutely be relied upon ? 


THE BURGLE SONG. 
(Not by Tennyson.) 
Nient’s shadow falls on villa walls, 
A ladder’s up to the top story ; 
The host, sans quakes, his dinner takes, 
The modern burglar’s in his glory. 
Go, burglar, pe eee windows trying, 
Go, burglar, dy jemmy plying, plying, plying!, 
O hark, O hear! They ’re roused, I fear, 
From dinner, and we must be going. 
The door we bar, we'll be afar 
Ere they succeed the gaff in blowing. 
Go! Don’t you hear sire shouting, son replying ? 
Go,’ burglar, down the ladder flying, flying, flying! 


Oh, hang it! Why will the fool try 
To run me down? He’s too dashed clever. 
Confound his soul! That bullet-hole 
Will stop his little game for ever. 
Go, burglar, go, like the dickens flying, 
And lie there, plucky citizen, dying, dying, dying ! 





HARD TRAINING : 
Or, How we Reacn THE SuBURBs, 


Ir must be already quite six degrees below zero in this com- 
partment ! 

Is it possible that this is one of the patent new Refrigerating 
Chambers for the foreign Dead Meat trade, inte which we have been 
put by mistake ? 

I hardly think that can be the case, because they are always 
extremely punctual with trucks of ‘‘ perishables” for the London 
markets, whereas this train is already two hours and fifteen minutes 
behind time. ; 

The Company, by carefully omitting to supply foot-warmers or 
other life-saving appliances in winter, must surely cluss its 
passengers as ‘‘ imperishables.”’ ' : 

I see they are going to introduce ‘‘ combustible bricks” to warm 
cabs. I should like to have half a one here to express my opinion 
of the Directors with. ; 

That must be the sixth fog-signal that we have run over in the 
last two minutes. I should feel more assurance of our safety if the 
Guard had not just confidentially assured me that ‘‘ he was blowed 
if he knew whereabouts we were on the blessed line.” 

What is the difference between the Manager and passengers by 
late trains in this weather ’—He is knighted, and they are benighted ! 











OniornaL SHAKSPEARIAN Reapine.— The Observer of last Sunday, 


I | in an article on billiards, quoted Cleopatra’s invitation to Charmian, 


**Let’s to billiards” (Act L., Se. 5, Ant. and Cleo.), as an ana- 
chronism. We should have thought that any student of the Bard 
knew by this time that the original—very original—reading in the 
first Folio was, “‘ Let us to Pyramids,” which, of course, in the 
mouth of the Egyptian Queen, is peculiarly appropriate. 
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MR. PUNCH’S NOTES-——-IN CORRECT TIME. 








To Mr. Phelps. Muprorp, Awaxe!—Davniotanvs, like the Bear at the Zo- | 
yy ~ poe el So logical Gardens, when, attracted by a bun, he has climbed as far 
Desrire the stupid “ Incident” and *' Fisheries, as he can, was at the top of the poll in the Strand. Good. He is | 
_ With which you 'd naught to do, wt victorious over the Board of Dirty Works. Now, then, let him 
You now retire with Joun Butx’s best wisheries, take a good Broom and Muck-rake, and turn his attention to the 
And Mr. Punch’s too. condition of Mud Salad Market, whose condition is just as bad as 
, ever it was. 
WwW AnveD.—A new St. Parrick at Berlin, to clear that Vermin- = — 

| infested City of the * Reptile Press.” Latest Oxper From THE N.R.A.—‘* Wimbledon to the front!— 

a Countermarch !—As you were!” 











a. Pt wen’s Apvice tro Jonnw Bort, Asteer wx Eerrr.— 
ove on 


From tHe Nortu Poie.—Nitrate, First-rate. 
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| says she, ‘‘ why not have one for Henley as well ?” 


| 





Jaxvany 26, 1889.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARLI. 39 








AN EPICURE’S EXPOSTULATION. 


[It is rumoured that an English Company is trying to a 
chase from the Chartreux Monks the secret and monopoly of the 
veur known as “ Chartreuse.’’} 


Waar, toss the daintiest digestive made 
Into the venal vortex of mere Trade, 

Like coarser liquors such as gin or Guiness’s ? 

Too horrible a prospect! Brothers brave, 
See to it, and your sovereign cordial save 

From the dire fate its eminence that menaces. 
As soon should high Olympus stoop to sell 
The secret of its Nectar, kept so well 

For wons, to some mere terrestrial Syndicate. 
No, Brothers of St. Bruno, with disdain 
Reject the bid of the base thralls of gain, 

And the world’s faith in your monopoly vindicate. 
What, buy you up? Such outrage ne’er was known! 
No more 1’d sip my chasse of verte or jaune 

Without suspicion of adulteration. 

Chartreuse would be a sham like much champagne. 
Let no such dismal degradation stain 
The loved iqueur’s long standing reputation ! 
Is not the golden glory of the flask, 
Its virgin verdant splendour, I would ask 

Too choice a boon to sacrifice to ‘‘ siller ” ? 

That magic draught where old-world skill enweaves 
Absinthium, pine-buds, and carnation leaves, 
Still leave to the Carthusian distiller! 


= | 
| 
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Ar tue Lyceum.—We are very glad to hear that 
Mr. Irvine is recovering from his severe cold, and b 
the time this appears we trust he will have re-appeared. 
It was odd that when Mr. Irvrve had to resign for a few | 
nights the part of Macbeth, on account of huskiness of | 
throat, the only actor capable of filling his place was | 
one who was Wheezin’. Macbeth should have been 
announced, not by Mr. Hermann Vezin, but by 
Mr. Irvine Wueeztn’. The only change in the text 
was made by the witches, who salu the Wheezin’ 
Macbeth with “‘ Inhale, Macbeth!” 


Dear old Mrs. R. says she will gladly subscribe to the 
Martowe Memorial. ‘ But while they are about it,” 
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A SURFEIT. 


"You won’t Go TO HEAVEN IF you 'RE sucH A NAUGHTY Boy, MicnarL!” 


“OH WELL, ONE CAN'T EXPECT TO GO EVERYWHERE / 
YESTERDAY, AND TO THE PANTOMIME THE DAY BEFORE!” 


I WENT TO THE CrRcUS 








ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


MANUFACTURE oF A New Exptosive.—By all means continue 
your experiments with your recently discovered compound Thunderite, 
if you possibly can, at the quiet little village in Essex to which you 
refer. It is, of course, rather unfortunate that in your pursuit of 
science, you should have blown off the church stecple knocked the 
front out of the Vicarage, and more or less wree ed every house 
within a mile and a half of you, and, as you allege that six ounces 
of your material will blow up the Houses of Parliament, perhaps, 
under the circumstances, it is not to be wondered at that the neigh- 
bours generally object to your keeping fifty tons of it in 
a barn which you admit is so dark, that, even in the day-time, you 
have to enter it with a lighted candle. On the whole, it meen ¥ f be 
your wisest course to temporise with them, for they must be now 
tolerably familiar with your proceedings, and accustomed to the dis- 
turbance. Whereas, if you were to take up your residence in a 
crowded back-street in a London suburb, and continue your operations 
there, and as an advertisement lay the entire neigh in ruins, 
48 you propose, you might really sooner or later come into disagree- 
able collision with the local Authorities. With regard to the farmer’s 
family that have all e stone deaf from the noise, you might, per- 

ps have an aurist down to look at them. Take no notice of the 
complaint about the stunned pig. If the Vicar is “‘ nasty” about 
the steeple, meet him in a jocular vein, and no doubt he will come 


how you have been getting on. 

Hacyrep Hovse.—We do not think that if you were to refuse to 
pay your rent, on the plea that you had been worried by the appari- 
tion you mention, that you would gain your case. Of course it is 
annoying to have your study invaded as you describe by the little 
man in the faded yellow coat and bag-wig, who shakes his head at 
you three times mournfully, and then says, with a sigh, “It’s the 
mustard that did it!” but, after oy Fa ove your remedy in your 





own hands. Why don’t you bonnet with the waste-paper basket, 





round. It would, perhaps, be as well not to unroof the church—at 
least at present. Still, we mri you on the success that has | th 
attended your experiments, and shall be glad to hear from you later 





or throw the inkstand, or something, at him? Spectres can’t stand 
this. The funeral procession of monks, that used always to walk 
along the great picture-gallery at Gurmoyle on the eve of the heir 
going through the Bankruptcy Court, was set upon, on the last occa- 
sion of its appearance, by a young fellow staying in the house, and 
well Rose Ae into with a cricket-bat, and it has never been seen 
since, Try the inkstand. 








‘re pRAV’ Giwéra.” 


Geyer Bovu.anerr sings from La Grande Duchesse :— 
“ Et pif, paf, pouf, 
t tara, ,» poum. 
Je suis moi’ le Genéral Boum, Boum 
Is this going to be the next “big Boom?” The twenty-seventh 
is not far off. 


” 





Tue Drama in Amentca.—It was not to be supposed that the 
ery raised by the American actors for the protection of their 
e by the exclusion of their English confréres would not extend, 
and it is now said that the playwrights are about to follow suit. 
Nothing British is to be put up in the States at all. That this 
will exclude SHaxksPEaReE doesn’t seem to daunt the native talent, 
which feels itself quite equal to the occasion, and more than 
one genius is al y at work preparing to fill up the gap. They 
have, as a matter of course, turned to some of his plots, regarding 
em as common property. Two Gentlemen of Verona, for 
instance, will be utilised as Three Gentlemen of Chicago, and 
Hamlet will figure as The High Falutin Dane, or the United State 
of Denmark. Macbeth becomes The ’ Cute Thane of Cawdor, or 
the Bustin u 4 Duncan, and Richard IIT, figures inet as 
Bosworth Dick, uke of New York. A version of Othello will be 
given under the title of the Venetian Nigger, or the Kentucky Cuss 
on the Spree, while one of the Tempest, somewhat modified by local 
colouring, will be produced under the name of The Blizzard. If the 
above e be regarded as a sample, the Genius of the ‘* States”’ 
may be said to be asserting itself. 
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PLAY-TIME. 


Trene, the Ballet a: the Alhambra, is both pretty and brilliant. 
The second and third tableaux are full of life and variety,—the 


“ Ballet-Hauly!” 


Neapolitan scene being especially good. M. Jaconi’s music is most 
dramatic, He has done his work as thoroughly as if he had been 
writing for voices instead of legs, 
and yet it is ballet-dance music in 
toe-toe. It receives excellent inter- 
pretation from Signora Cossto, 
Signorina Leenanit, who must have 
invented this name specially for 
London, and Miles. Marre and Cor- 
MANI, who, as intelligent panto- 
mimists, act as much of a story as 
the hard - and - fast Music - l 
licensing system will permit. I don’t 
understand the law on the subject. 
Mayn’t Hamlet be played as a Ballet 
at a Music Hall ?—or must a Ballet 
be without an intelligible and consis- 
tent plot? The Ballets that used to 
be done here years ago, always in the 
reign of King Jaconi (without whom 
the Alhambra couldn’t exist) were 
— plays in Pantomime. The 
etails of the story, therefore, of 
Irene are necessarily a trifle con- 
fused ; but the costumes are splendid 
the grouping harmonious, the ‘‘ go’ 
of it never flags, and the result is 
complete success. The second Ballet 
is very graceful, but this has been on 
: ea: its legs for some time. Mr. James 
Fawn, the Timid Fawn, in his Policeman’s song, is very amusing 
or as Mr, Wacstarr would say, “‘ very fawny.”’ Altogether, a good 
Entertainment. 


Signorina Legnani. 








EXTRACTS FROM LAMBETH LETTER-BOOK. 


From His Grace the Archbishop of Canterbury to General Booth. 
—The Archbishop presents his compliments, and if the General and 
his followers could only see their way to work and walk together in 
Christian fellowship with the Churchmen of the Church ef England, 
he, the Archbishop, would greatly joy, and would most sin- 
cerely, &c., &e. 

From General Booth to His Grace.—Thanks for polite wishes. 
Have heard of a Stall in a Cathedral, but have never seen a Booth in 
a Church. As to “ walking together,”—ahem !—Walker! 

From His Grace the Archbishop of Canterbury, Primate, §c., &c. 
(N.B. Must make this look as magnificent as possible) to the Holy 
Patriarch and Metropolitan, §c.—whatever he is— ae Holy Russian 
Church.—Health and Apostolic benediction! (N.B. Must adopt 
Papal style, or he won't believe in me as an Archbishop at all.) e 
salute you, &ec., &c. Draw closer the bonds of Christian affec- 
tion, &e., Ke. (N.B. Touch lightly on difficult points, and come out 
strong on our common fundamental Christianity). Remembering 
that we are One, &e. (N.B. Drop ina yo Greek here. Get 
Secretary to look wp ay quotation. umenical Council, &c. 
Christian faith, &c. our illustrious St. Vladimir. (N.B. They’ 


like this. Must tell Secretary to read up about St. Vladimir. Don't 
think much of Russian Saints, as a , but know so few of’em.) 
And so we present fraternal congratulations, &c., &c., same holy faith, 
&e., &c. Given at our Palace (V.B. By flourish here, or * the 
Metropolitan” —sounds like a railway —won’t believe in it), &c., &e, 
From the Metropolitan of Kieff to His Grace the Archbisho of 
Canterbury.—We're having a high old time of it here, and we 
drink your jolly health. ; ; 
[Mem in Lambeth Register :—‘* Shan’t write to Metropolitan of Kieff 
again. Sorry that the ‘Times’ of January 19 should publish 
his reply to my Archiepiscopal Address as if it were a convivial 
‘toast’! Though I must say it does and sound like it, 
Annoying to think how M-nn-no will smile when he reads it, 
Very stupid of the Metropolitan of Kieff.’’) 








WHAT MR. PUNCH’S MOON SAW. 


SECOND EVENING. 


“Tue other afternoon,” be the Moon, “‘ soon after I had got 
up, I peeped through the windows of a smoking compartment in a 
train that was approaching Dover. There was only one person in 
the compartment, and he was lying back luxuriously, smoking his 
cigar, and fixing his eyes upon my golden dise . | 
with a sentimental expression—but I am accus- be 
tomed to being lcoked at in that way, and I know 
that it does not mean very much in most cases, 
He had a reason for looking sentimentally at me 
just then, however—for I was his honeymoon. 
| ae af he felt very happy ; the long, tiring 
business of marrying, and drinking champagne, 
and making the right answers to congratulatin Ate 
friends, and saying good-bye, and getting all the rice out of his 
collar was over—his wife, his own dear little bride, was in the 
carriage immediately behind, with Punch and the illustrated papers 
to amuse her, and he was enjoying a cigar that seemed to 
a fragance more exquisite than he ever known—for he was 
a great smoker, and this was the first tobacco he had tasted all 
that day. And every now and then he took his cigar from 
his lips, and smiled, and kissed his hand to me (I told you there 
was nobody else in the compartment), and murmured ‘ Darling!’ 
over and over again. I heard him quite plainly, but I am not 
quite sure that he said it to me. And the train rushed on, 
screaming over the glinting rails; and when ag came to collect 
the tickets, I saw the bridegroom throw away his cigar with a 
sigh, for there was not time enough to smoke another. At last the 
train stopped at the long pier beside which lay the white-funnelled 
steamer Petting impatiently to be off; and he got together his bag 
and his dressing-case, which were quite new, and very = 
(love and happiness made him cavelans about expense), and leaped 
joyfully out. He looked everywhere for his bride—in vain ; in the 
carriage where he had put her so tenderly, Punch and the other 
papers were still lying, (your paper, if you will forgive me for 
mentioning it,’ said the Moon, rather maliciously, “‘ was not even 
eut), but nowhere was’ his darling to be seen. Only by-and-by 
her s came tumbling out of the van with the brand-new 
initials on their tops staring at him in ghastly mockery. Soon the 
Guard came up, and informed him that the lady had got out of the 
train at the first stopping-place, and left a note for him. L[read 
it over his shoulder, for it was quite short. ‘I have gone back to 
Mother's,’ I think it said. ‘ You will enjoy your honeymoon 


better without me. Iam really not prepared to pla face a toa 
cigar.’ What the last words meant I don’t knew,” said the — 
“but they seemed to make him very angry. e last glimpse. 

of him was when he was tell the Pier-master to hold his 
tongue, and the Guard not to be a fool; and then he strode away to 
the telegraph office, cursing the selfishness of women.”’ 








Punch’s Short and Straight Tip to the New London 
County Council. 


Tue days of Bumse and corruption number, 
Monopoly let the land no longer cumber, 
Nor bid the a of Town Slums to slumber. 
Yield not to Spirit or Class Snobbery, 
Don’t wrangle, bluster, or kick up a bobbery, 
But come down hard on | and on jobbery. 
This do, avoiding debt, display, and dodging, 
And our new Board will well deserve its ing. 





“In tHe Srranp! In tHe Srranp!”—Of course AvGusTvs 
DRvRIoLanvs, the representative of the Drury Lane Boards, came in at 
the head of the poll! Salve! Augustus Druriolanus Consul Plancus ! 





Mem.—Jan, 18. 





**No Go-van.” Sir J, P-np-r. 
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THE DIARY OF A NOBODY. 


December 24.—I am _a poor man, but I would gladly give ten 
shillings Be find out ee sent me - — Christmas card 4 
i i ing. I never insul ‘ should they insul 
received Chis mOrnee 9 The wend gon af ie Gaunt 
warm | that I find my 
, ewnen-| han iti 





do such a mean thing. Lupry denied all know- 
ledge of om ‘li >. although I dis- 
approve ughing sympathising wi 

e offender. Mr. Francurne would be above 
such an act, and I don’t think any of the Murt- 
LARS would descend to such a course. 1 wonder 
if Prrt, that impudent clerk at the office, did it? 
Or Mrs. BrerRet, charwoman, The writing 
; is too good for the ’ 

Christmas Day.—We caught the 10°20 train at Paddington, and 
spent a lem day at Carrte’s Mother’s, The country was quite 
nice and fresh, although roads were sloppy. We dined in the 
middle of the day, just ten of us, and talked over old times. If 
everybody had a nice uninterfering mother-in-law, such as I have— 
what a deal of happiness there would be in the world. Being all in 
good spirits, I mooperta her health, and I made, I think, a very 
speech. I concluded rather neatly by saying, ‘‘ On an occasion like 
this, whether relatives, fri or acquaintances, we are all inspired 
with good feelings towards each other. We are of one mind, and 
think only of love and friendship. Those who have quarrelled with 
absent friends should kiss and make it up. Those who happily have 
not fallen out can kiss all the same.” I saw the tears in the eyes of 
both Carrie and her Mother, and must say I felt very flattered by 
the compliment. That dear old Reverend Joun Panzy Smiru, who 
pemryhy suggestion Setecalie dis Nites, ic ton walled 
should act on my i issing. He then w 
round the table and kissed AP the Ladies, including Carrie. Of 
course one did not object to this, but I was more than staggered when 
a young fellow named Moss, who was a stranger to me and who had 
scarcely spoken a word through dinner, jumped w suddenly with a 
spri of mistletoe, and exclaimed, “ Hullo ! don’t see why I 
shouldn’t be on in this scene.” Before one could realise what he was 
about to do, he kissed Carrre and the rest of the ladies. Fortunately 
the matter was treated as a joke, and we all laughed, but it was a 
dangerous experiment, and I felt very uneasy for a moment as to the 
result. I subsequently referred to the matter to Carniz, but she 
said, ‘‘ Oh, he’s not much more than a boy.” I said that he had a 
very large moustache fora boy. Carnre replied, ‘‘I didn’t say he 


was not a nice boy.” 


December 26.—I did not sleep very well last night—I never do in | th 


a strange bed. I feel a little indigestion, which one must expect at 
this time of the year, Carrie and I returned to Town in the 
evening. Luprw eame in late. He said he enjoyed his Christmas, 


and added, ‘‘I feel as fit as a Lowther A e fiddle, and only 0 


require a little more ‘ oof’ to feel as fit as a £500 Stradivarius. 
I have long since given up trying to understand Luprn’s slang, or 
asking him to pad om it. 

December 27.—I told Luprx I was expecting Gowine and Cum- 
Mines to drop in to-morrow evening for a quiet game. I was in 
hope the boy would volunteer to stay in. help to amuse them. 
Instead of which he said, ‘‘Oh, you had better put them off, as I 
have asked Daisy and Frank MuTLaR to come.” I said I could not 
think of doing such a thing. Lorry said, ‘‘ Then I will send a wire 
and put off Darsy.” I —- that a post-card or letter would 
reach her quite soon enough, and would not be so extravagant. 
Carrie, who had listened to the above conversation with apparent 
annoyance, a well-aimed shaft at Lupm. She said, 

Luptx, why do you object to Daisy meeting your father’s friends ? 
Is it because they are not good for her, or isoem is equally 
possible she is not good or them?” Lupry was dum- 
ounded, and could make no reply. When he left the room I gave 
Carnre a kiss of approval. 

December 28.—Luprtx, on coming down 'to breakfast, said to his 
mother, “I have not put off Daisy and Frank, and should like 
them to join Gowmne and Commies this —. " 
pleased with the boy for this, Carrre said, in y, ‘I am glad 
= let me know in time, as I can turn over the cold leg of mutton, 

ress it with a little and no one will know it has been cut.” 
She further ue —_ 
pippins, so that would be cold by the evening. Finding Luriv 
in good spirits, I asked him quietly if he really had oy gage 
objection to either Gowmye or as. He replied, ‘‘ Not in the 
least. I think Cumamanes looks rather an ass, but that is partly due 
to his patronising ‘the three-and-six-one-price hat company,’ an 

Wearing a reach-me-down frock coat. As for that brown 











th | hard pieces of crust, one piece 





velveteen jacket of Gowrne's—why, he resembles an itinerant pho- 

.’ I said it was not the coats that made the gentlemen ; 
whereupon Lurty, with a laugh, replied, ‘* No, and it wasn’t much 
of a gentleman who made their coats.” 'We were rather jolly at 
supper, —_ ut made eo very agrecalies i ly in the 
earlier of the evening, when she sang. At supper, however, 
she said, “Can you make Tee To Tums with bread?’ and she com: 
menced rolling up pieces of bread, and twisting them round on the 
table. I felt this to be bad manners, but of course said nothing. 
Presently Daisy and Lupin, to my disgust, began throwing bread 
— at each other. Franx followed suit, und so did Cummines and 

Wine, to my astonishment. throwin 


piece catch ead 

mak me blink. I said, ‘Steady, please, steady!” Frank 
jumped up and said, ‘‘Tum, tum, then the band peel I did 
not know what this meant, but all roared, and continued the 
bread-battle. Gowrve suddenly seized all the ey off the cold 
mation, and +" it full in my face. I looked rs at GowIna, 
who replied, ‘‘ I say, it’s no good ag | to indignant, with 
your aan of parsley.” I rose from table, and insisted that 
a stop should be put to this foolery at once. wk Murtar 
shouted, ‘* Time, Gentlemen, please, time!” and turned out the gas, 
leaving us in absolute darkness. I was feeling my way out of the 
room, when I suddenly received a hard intentional punch at the 
back of my head. I said, loudly, “‘ Who did that?” There was 
no answer, so I repeated the question, with the same result. I struck 
a match, and lighted the gas. They were all talking and laughing, 
so I kept my own counsel; but, after they had gone, I said to 
Carnie, “The person who sent me that insulting post-card at 
Christmas was here to-night.” 








HOW LONDON WAS DEFENDED. 


(A Prophetic Legend, as probable as any other.) 

Tue combined German, Russian, and French Armies were steadily 
advancing. Kensington, which extended to Richmond on the West, 
Dorking on the South, and St. Albans on the North, had been 
captured, and the invaders had got as far as Charing Cross, where 
they had bivouacked for the night. In spite of their near approach, 
Field Marshal Punch was calm and confident. He from | to the 
roof of his Emporium, which extended northward from St. Bride's 
Church, and examined the electro-magnetic speaking-trumpets. 
They were in perfect order. 

‘**Fire one off,” said the Field Marshal to the Chief of his Staff, 
and in a second a joke—a gigantic joke—was sent pealing for miles 
towards the sea. ere came back reverberations of laughter from 
Stepney, Tilbury, Southend, Ramsgate, and Dover. 

** We have nothing to fear so long as our ammunition lasts,” cried 
the General Commanding in Chief, well ‘pleased with the result of 
e trial shot. ‘‘ Where are the Interpreters?” 

Three persons, of foreign appearance, — themselves, They 
had been sitting beside the gigantic speaking-trumpets, on a pile of 
volumes. They held in their hands a dictionary, a grammar, and an 


llendor ff. 
‘“‘You understand your instructions?” demanded the Field 
Marshal. 

** Certainly,” was the reply, given in three lan s, One of 
the Interpreters answered in A tomy another in French, the last in 
Russian. 

“As the great Napoteon once observed,” continued Punch, 
** C'est bien!” 

Then the day broke, and the early morning sun, shining through 
the fog, showed the advancing armies. They marched down the 
Strand, they seized the Law Courts, they occupied Drury Lane 
Theatre (aftera severely contested battle with Lord Mayor Avoustus 
Harats), and at length poured into Fleet Street. 

“Fire!” shouted Punch; and in a moment the volumes were 
opened, and the three Interpreters, each in a different ge, 
began to read the words of witty wisdom into the gigantic speaking- 
trumpets. There were shrieks and groans—and all was still ! 

An hour later the Duke of Wo tsetey rushed up to the Field- 
Marshal, and throwing himself into his arms, wept upon his shoulder 
with gratitude. 

“Why this emotion, your Grace?” asked the Commander-in- 


I felt very | Chief 


** Because,” sobbed out the emotional author of the Soldicr’s 
Pocket-book, ‘‘I am so happy and so grateful. The combined 
armies are no more.” 

“They are dead?” queried Punch. 

** Yes, every man Jack of them,” continued the Britannia Metal 
Duke. ‘*‘ When heard your jokes, my Field- , thun- 
dering down Fleet in three different ges, it was too 
much for them. Not one has escaped. The Germans, the Russians, 


dj and French, have all died of laug ag 


And thus London was saved ! 
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DOG FASHIONS FOR 1889. 


Dorevetne, Crocopacusnunn, Pomme-pe-Terrrer (BLack-anp-TAN), Ventre-A-Terrigr (Scorcn), HreroporaMIAN BULLpoa, 


German Savsace Doo 


HeEpcE-pboe, (By Our Special Dog-fancier.) 








SLOW—BUT NOT SURE, 
“ As for Germany, she must also be content to march slowly and cautiously 
in the colonial path, with all its side issues.’’ 
Prince Bismarck in the Reichstag. 


One might say, “‘O Chancellor Orro, where you go mit yourself} And you’re very fond 


alone ’”’ 
As was asked of Brerrmawn'’s Hugo by “ de maiden mit —- on.” 
And if Orro answered frankly—though our Orro will scarce do so— 
He would probably make admission that he doesn’t exactly know. 
For it is not easy-going in Afric’s swampy brakes, 
And doubt besets the tracker at every step he takes ; 
For there are reedy mazes, and tangles of snaking roots, 
And the foul swamp ooze 1s trying to the stoutest of leathern boots. 
Slow’ Cautious? Yes, my », and the heavy Teuton tramp 
Suits better the field of battle than the slush of the dismal swamp. 
The biggest of beetle-crushers most ponderously ‘* put down ”— 
Won't serve in the dank morasses where Behemoth might drown. 
Yet the game is worth the candle, or so you affect to think, 
And though you may flop and flounder, you cannot afford to sink, 
Like that foolish Ritter Hugo, who was so completely done 
By the raseally Rhine ‘‘ meer-maid, vot hadn’t got nodings on.” 


You are not a credulous Ritter, but a ‘‘ Bummer ” brave and bold, 

And much more given to selling than open to being sold, 

With your motto “‘ Blood and Iron,” and 

But what is your game, my Orro, in 

The quarry ‘‘ Colonial Empire” ? 
what ; 

And the Teuton has struck its trail, Orro, and you must follow its 


ba ous paths like these ? 
e , 


slot, 
Awhile, awhile, at any rate. Alone? That is hardly known. 
** I ton’t dink mooch of beoplesh dat goes mit demselfs alone,”’ 


Said that artful minx the Mermaid, and she “ had” the Ritter fine, 
And you 're artful, my Teuton Titan, as any nymph of Rhine, 
And Jomyn Butt is a handy neighbour, if he ’ll but go hand in hand 
On the “e ay want to travel in this swart and swampy land, 
er is foot is much more used to than your own big- 

ee 


S; 
Big game he's used to tracking, and on freedom he is sweet. 


nod maxim “* Do ut des;” | 
Orro, you know what's | 


’Tis a foolish fad, this latter, which you ’re far too cute to share, 
| But if he’s prepared to on be it, why, that is his own affair. 
By a little seeming sympathy—for a time—he may be won. 
| It’s remarkably like the little game of ‘‘de maiden mit nodings on” ! 


** First creep, then go,”” my Orro, is a maxim old and wise, 
of maxims, big boor with the bulbous eyes ; 
| A “‘ grenadier on a window-pane’”’ is not your mark, that’s ciear! 
| But the Ricurers and Bampercers, and other such small deer, 
Must not appear to triumph. Of course ’tis not your plan 
| To attack ‘' the right of property (so ancient) of man in man.” 
If Joun Butt likes to so, or if SALISBURY can persuade 
His master to believe you, and to lend his useful aid 
To a sort of sham Crusader in an awkward kind of mess, 
With his head in a brake and his boots in a bog, it may help you to 
success, 
Meanwhile ’tis ‘‘ fair and softly!” Big game is the hunter’s lure. 
Slow is your progress, Orto; but is it quite so sure ? 
Joun Buu looks on, my Orro, with an air of some surprise ; 
But is it sheer credulity that gleams in his keen grey eyes ? 
Whatever Satispury may say, or do, Jomw makes shrewd += 
At the Teuton Tracker’s real game, and he reads the Reptile Press. 
‘* You helpsh yourself, by doonder ;”’ said ‘‘de maiden mit potion: 
0 ° ” wr ” 


n; own. 

‘* Dat fetched” the Ritter Hugo, and “‘ she pooled his coat-tails 
But Jomn’s coat-tails are stoutish, and whoso hangs on thereto 

Will —< I think, that to make him sink needs a heavier weight | 
n you! 











| Coan Dues, OF WHICH WE ALL DESIRE THE cESsATION.—City fog 
and filth, which are certainly largely due to Coal! 








To Blatant Boanerges. 
Is the Kingdom advanced, 0 belligerent Boorn, 


By hysterical lasses and bello boys? 
Is the , a | 
And the 


of Shindy the triu of Truth, 

Peace an Evangel of Noise ? 

’Tis the sweet ‘‘ Still small Voice” that can purge, guide, reform, | 
And that came amidst silence, and not in the storm. 
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SLOW—BUT NOT SURE. 


“GERMANY MARCHING SLOWLY AND CAUTIOUSLY IN THE COLONIAL PATH.” 
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Captain Highway (showing his Stables to Friend). ‘‘ Now THERE'S A GOOD-LOOKING ONE—CARRIED ME Four Seasons—GAve Two 


HUNDRED FOR HER!” 
Friend, ‘‘Goop at WATER?” 


Friend, ‘‘Ciever aT Tiweer?” 


Captain Highway, ‘‘ En—I—I—pon’t know!” 
Captain Highway. ‘‘ Wet.—I—I—can’t say !” 








TOMMY’S TURK. 


Youne Tommy had a turban’d Turk, 
A model toy, a birthday token ; 
You wound him up, and watch’d him work— 
Till he got broken. 


| His head would wag, his eyes would roll, 

| He moved his arms with gesture stately, 
| And played a dozen antics droll, 

Which pleased us greatly. 


The idol of the chattering<crowd, 
| He acquiesced in every notion, 
And with unfailing tact allow’d 

Our deep devotion. 


| He ruled, a despot kind and strong, 

_ The nursery’s turbulent tribesmen swaying, 
| Till something with his works went wrong, 
And he ceased playing. 


None can tell how. His subjects set 
Such store upon his fellow-feeling, 

That they were likely to forget 
Mere wires and wheeling. 


Did Wrty’s killing kindness press 
Down the reluctant Paynim’s thrapple 
Those crumbs of cake, and watercress, 
And bits of apple ? 


Did Cisstx, curious child of Eve, 
Seek to explore his inmost being, 
And, frightened, her researches leave 

Unblest with seeing ?/ 


Or Mas, who duty never shirks 
An advocate of Western polish, 
Had dreams perchance of teaching Turks 
To speak in Doilish. 
For all the dolls at home can speak, 
And, on the slightest provocation, 
Engage, with ventriloquial squeak, 
In conversation. 








And she, belike, essay’d to teach 
The unresponsive Asiatic, 
And caused, instead of answering speech, 
Reserve rheumatic. 


He sits, serene as other Turks, 
In faultless Oriental vesture ; 
But never since they hurt his works 
Has changed a gesture. 


O Tommy’s Turk, your fate and mine 
Are by a mystic bond united, 
And neither of us gives a sign 
Of being blighted. 


On Southern shores the waters fair 
Murmur their office pure and priestly, 
And E sre flirts and dances there ;— 
It’s simply beastly. 


Unmoved I meet my daily lot, 
Mechanically eat my dinner, 
Indifferently lose a ‘‘ pot,” 
Or back the winner ; 


Waltz with dear Mrs. BumBLEBER, 
Although no normal arm can span her— 
Fat, fair, and fortiter in re, 
And suave in manner. 


Or to Miss Jonquit on the stairs, 
Where Exsre shone a drift of whiteness, 
Pour out the unexpressive pray’rs 
Of pure politeness. 


And if our fingers chance to touch, 
If I gaze fondly at her tresses, 
It is because their taste is much 
e same in dresses, 


I’ll hie away to Gamlingay, 
Chester-le-Street, or rpe-le-Soken : 
I cannot work ; like Tommy's Turk, 
My springs are broken. 


HARDY SUCKERS. 

Srz,—I am sure all your readers will be 
gratified to hear of the extraordinarily mild 
season we are having at Fossilton-on-the- 
Sludge. While in other places tender plants 
have gone to the Conservatory (or gone to 
pot), here my thermometer frequently registers 
80 degrees I am quite certain of the fact, 
as I keep the instrument under constant 
observation on my dining-room mantelpiece. 
I have actually in my garden, in full bloom, 
| specimens of the Fungus vulgaris, the Peri- 
|\winklia pulmonaris, and the daisy-like Aus- 
‘tralian Waggawagga retrosilvensis! The 
| petals are extraordinarily developed for the 
| time of year, and the stamens have a lot of 

stamina in them. The little work which I 
lam about to publish on ‘* Our Deciduous 
Plants” (for which I anticipate a large sale 
after this tuitous advertisement), will 
contain further particulars. I enclose you 
an advance copy, and some specimens of out- 
of-door flowers (which I have been unable to 
dispose of to local — As you will, 
no doubt, be glad to receive the parcel, I have 
not prepaid the postage. 

Yours grubbily, Prerer Movutp. 

P.S.—I may, perhaps, mention that I am 
prepared to send any of the above-quoted 
varieties to any address in England, at low 
and inclusive rates. 











PrRoveRsiAL Purosopny.—In a multitude 
of Councillars there is safety ; but too man 
cooks spoil the broth. It is to be h 
that the County Councillors won’t make a 
hash of it! 





| Morro von rue Derearep CanprpaTes.— 
Vis (County) consili expers mole ruit sud ! 

















46 PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL [January 26, 1889. 























By the baying of the six highly- trained 
bloodhounds that I keep in the stables, [ | 
should say that burglars were already about. | 

I wonder why that female servant has | 
gone into hysterics on the floor above. 

Dear me! this is very odd, but all the 
bed and dressing-room doors appear to be 
locked on the inside. 

I do not think that we can get out of the | 
house to see what is the matter until we | 
remove these wire fastenings which are 
evidently meant to peg us in. 

If the male guests would make a simul- 
taneous rush for it and jump thirteen feet 
from the drawing-room window, they 
might, perhaps, manage to see what is 
going on outside. 

To judge from the reports of those pistols, 
quite a battle-royal must be in progress on 
the lawn. 

Ha! there goes the dear old Colonel right 
on to his head, having been tripped up by 
a concealed wire. 

It is strange, but the burglars seem to 
have escaped over the garden-wall with my 
wife’s jewel-case, and £350 in gold and 
notes that was lying about on her dressing- | 
| table. 
| I am glad to know that the Doctor 
|reports hopefully on the condition of five 
of the seven wounded guests for whom | 
have had to turn my dining-room into a 


temporary hospital. 

if I had only known at half-past six 
yesterday evening that two o’clock this 
morning would find me in this uncomfort- 
able condition, I certainly would have post- 
poned my little dinner. 

Ha! at last, here is the one Policeman in 
| the neighbourhood come to see if ‘* anything 


|is wrong !”’ 

















GOOD NEWS FOR GHOSTS. 
(By Our Own Bogey.) 
“ The Mayor and Corporation of Hastings have 
| determined to spend a thousand pounds on sink- 
ing a well ata spot indicated by an operator with 
a di 





vining-rod.”’—St, James's Gazette. 


Ir really seems extremely odd, 

This use of a divining-rod, 
In Eighteen-eighty-nine ; 

If folks upon the Southern coast 

Go on like this, they ’d love a ghost— 
A chance for me and mine. 


| 
I’ve been of late a little out 
Of fashion, and heme to pout 
| To find, in shilling books, 
The smart detective take my place, 
The hero of some murder case, 
| With not a thought of ‘‘ spooks.” 


Yet, bless you, in the olden time, 

’Twas I that did discover crime, 

UNDAUNTED. And now it ’s rather hard, | 

To find the work by others done. 

I think that I’ll bring up my son 
To serve in Scotland Yard. 

Yet here’s a chance, I will uprear 

My phantom form on Hastings Pier, 
And haunt the Sussex shore : 





Bridegroom (tremulously). ‘‘ You 'ne Nort NeRvovs, DARLING ? 
Bride (Widow—firmly). ‘‘ Never was yer!” 





BURGLARY TALK. 








At a Susvezan Doxwer Parry. if has) secs Se men ¢ Sees, 

I THINK we may say that we have taken every possible precaution. oe oe 2 Sees SSS Cae ( 

Yes, that isa Detentive enveloped in that path meget curtain. For able ghosts once more. 

I am told that the spring window-bells connected with the electric wire apparatus will act 
instantly on the slightest touch. AppLes AND Pears’ Goppessres.—In the | 

You would hardly suppose it, but those geranium-beds on the lawn are prepared as dynamite | ‘‘ Pears’ Beauty Show,” now just announced, 
epring-trape to blow up at the merest foot-fall. it cannot be an apple which is to be given 

I hope all our guests will get in safely. It would be really very awkward were any of | to the fairest. Yet, if Mr. Pears is to be | 


them to be shot at coming up the garden-path. the judge, he will be like Paris, ** ZL’ homme | 
Ha! I am glad to see the dear old Colonel has wisely taken the precaution of putting on @ /a pomme,” to decide between the lovely 

& cuirass under his shirt. desses. He’ll have to use a lot of soft- 
Are all the six-chambered revolvers duly loaded, and placed in the dinner-napkins ? — en the unsuccessful candidates, who 
Those ship’s cutlasses slung over the backs of your respective chairs are only for self- | will each be taken singly in this Exhibition 

protection in case of any sudden surprise. |of Pears. Hope it allend Applely. | 
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t\ 


1 serosal 


“TEACHING THE YOUNG IDEA.” 


Jack Sheppard to Shade of Dick Turpin, ‘‘ THEY SAY IT’S US AS Upser THE YOUNGSTERS ; BUT, BLESS THEIR SIMPLE ‘ARTS, 
’ - ” 
WE AINT IN IT NOWADAYS WITH THE PAPERS THAT ARE BOUGHT AND READ BY EVERYONE EVERYWHERE |! 








‘Still Waters Run Deep.” PARADOXICAL.—The Quarterly Review has an article on ‘ The 





Tuis effective play has been 
that, in spite of managerial 
have to change its title to St 
Cuartes WrxpHAx intends go 


re-arrangements, Mr. WyNDHAM may 


Early Life of Lord Braconsrreip.” 
so successfully revived at the Criterion ‘‘ Karly” life was his late one! _ 


ill Waters Run Long. It is said that 


But surely Bewsamin’s real 


Sus RosA? ser wot Sorro Voce.—Miss Huwtineton, at the 
ing in for tragedy, and that the name of Prince of Wales’s, seems to have made a hit. 


Her name, at all 


the theatre will be altered to The Cry-teary-’un. We don’t believe it. | events, is suggestive of being in for several good runs. 
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MIDDLE-AGED MASTERS AT THE GROSVENOR. 


Way, cert’nly. You have often heard of the Old Masters, and 
you have frequently looked at the Young Masters (and, for the 
matter of that, the Young Misses as well—but let us be serious). 
Here we have a collection of pictures 
between 1737 and 1837. Assuredly 
not Old Masters — presumably not 
young; therefore they must be 
Middle-aged! Ha! ! Never 
heard of ’em before? Oh, Aaven’t 
you? Have you not heard of Sir 
Josuvua Reyrnoutps, Romyey, 
Hoeartru, Cotman, Crome—not the 
inventor of Chromo-lith phy— 
Witxre, James Warp, Turver, 
Mor.anp, Srorsarp, Bonryeron, 
ConsTABLE, Erry, LAWRENCE, 
Witsoyx, Horrner, Brake, and De 
Lovurnersours ?’ Now you know 
what the Middle-aged Masters are. 
They have not the mellow majesty 
of the Old, or the yy = skit - 
tishness of the New; but they have 
many excellent qualities of their 
own, which may be studied to very 
great advantage. in this plersant Gallery you will find more 
than three hundred specimens of this particular period of British 
Art. Some will astonish you, and others will hugely delight 
you. Among the latter you will find specimens by one Sir Josnva 
Rerwoips, and one Grorce Romwry, which you would find 
difficult to beat among the Old Masters or the New. Among a 
number of curiosities in a glass case is a dead field-mouse, that Jouw 
| ConstaBLe sat on. This was probably a critic of the day. We 
| wonder what Constasie’s sitting-weight could be, for the poor 
mouse is flattened out like a fern-leaf in a Family Bible. Constante, 
having taken him up, seems to have put him down most effectually. 

Signed Paivate View, ist R.A. Corps, 


Private and Confidential. 


LITERAL LYRICS. 
The Pork King's Daughter and the Impecunious Duke, 


Evenkares Tirvs Buiazer, U. 8. A., reflected 
‘*T guess I’ve cornered—wal, successfully in pork ; 
And my financial status is, you bet, respected 
In circles slicing slightly bigger Sos lew York.” 
And then he called his daughter to him, just remarking, 
‘** Look here, my gal, as you will have a pretty pile, 
And no doubt air prospecting matrimonial lacking 
We'll cross the pond and go a reglar bust in style. 
For dollars can do anything across that water. 
So, though, there’s catches here that might be fixed up fit, 
A British nob’s the lead for E. T. Biazer’s daughter,— 
For, darn them and their titles—they are real grit.” 
Thereon they crossed the pond, and found themselves located 
In princely circumstances at the Métropole, 
And E. T. Biazer was delighted and elated 
To find how much on this side dollars could control. 
His every word was listened to as very weighty 
By all who sought his pleasant company to gain, 
He Seeded his friends in Pommery and Greno, eighty ; 
Each new acquaintance was cemented with Champagne. 
He paid his way. He purchased friends by scores. Was caught up, 
Asked out, invited, toadied, fawned on everywhere. 
He spent his dollars freely, and at length he bought up 
The entrée to a Ducal palace in Mayfair. 
It was His Grace of Bastn@HALL’s well-known town mansion, 
Where things*thad formerly been done in royal state, 
But where to-day, his income showing no expansion, 
The dinners, wines, appointments, —all, were quite third-rate ; 
In fact its lordly owner simply was restricted 
In showing hospitality through lack of means, 
For all his tenants paid no rent, and unevicted 
Had thus to wrack and ruin brought his wide demesnes. 
His troubles to conceal his Grace made no profession ; 
At Basinghall closed shutters faced an unkempt lawn : 
At Mayfair he allowed a man was in possession, 
And all the famed ancestral jewels were in pawn. 
Nor was this all. His last few thousands he had madly 
Invested in a specious beef and ham concern 
And, as the speculation had turned out but sadly, 
His Grace at last himself knew not which way to turn. 
Then E. T. Biazer saw his chance ; approached quite hearty, 
And said, ‘‘ Wal, Mister Dook, you bet, I'll e your game: 





It’s flat that you ’re a blazin impecunious party, 
And so, I guess, I’m fits on purchasing your name. 
That means my daughter must be fixed up as your Duchess. 
I dessay that your price will be a tidy one, 
And so I’ve drawn this cheque that seven figures touches. 
That squares you! eh?” The Duke reflected, then said “‘ Done!” 
So at Mayfair no more a man was in possession, 
No longer the ancestral jewels were in pawn ; 
The Duke, he went it: lived well up to his profession, 
And Basinghall again looked on its well-kept lawn. 
And at his wedding all Society delighted 
Rejoiced exceedingly, and hailed the welcome fluke 
That saw, with sound commercial instinct, thus united, 
The Pork King’s Daughter and the Impecunious Duke, 








A GOOD SHILLING’S-WORTH. 


At Burlington House. What an interesting collection in Galleries 
Nos. II. and IIL, ially No. III., where we could spend a con- 
siderable portion of the day in contemplating the portrait of ‘‘ Rem- 

. a brandt— 

_«» | Himself.” 
Yes, **Rem- 
BRANDT, 
quite by 
} himself.” 
Through 
the open 
door we 





7 ps 
2 . 


of Cax- 
BRIDGE in 


full % 
ieeatels, 


—— ; : by the late 

FRANK 
Hot, and turn again, with a sigh of relief, to the study of The 
Old Master. Yet two or three of Hoxt’s portraits require only the | 
finishing touch of the Great Artist, Time, to merit a place not s0 | 
very, very far away from the inimitable Rembrandt by Himself. 
But “‘ by itself,” it will remain! The nearest to it, in the next 
room, are Hoxt’s Lord Spencer and Piatti. 

In No. Il. there is a delightful Jan Steen, lent by Lord Nonrrtn- 
BROOK, showing a Comic Music Hall Singer—a Macpnermorr or 
LeynouRvE of the period—rehearsing a comic song, and chuckling 
over the point he is going to make. Mrs. Ram says that “‘ she had | 
always thought Sreen was a painter of marine subjects, so called 
from his having been a native of Brighton. If not,” she asks, “‘ who 
was the Old Steen ?” 

Look at Jacon JonpaEn’s No. 78, ‘‘ A Quiet Dinner!” Every- 
body making a din at table: each one not a host, but a “‘ dinner” 
in himself. 

Notice 80. By Jan Steen. The Hogarthian details tell the story. It 
is called, The Doctor. . 

No, 86. Heureux Age. 
A charming Watteau, 
for a Christmas Card. 

No. 89. Called a ‘‘ Pastoral Scene.” 
bracing, or trying to. ‘‘ Where innocence is bliss,” as Mrs. Ras- 
BOTHAM observes. No. 95 is also lent by Sir Ricnarp WALLACE, 
and represents Griies, the celebrated Pierrot, playing a guitar. 
Happy days! Nothing to do but to pic-nic, sing, dance, make love, 
— masquerade! So they danced on until the mask fell off, the 
tune changed,—and the time too. 

No. 109. A gem of Greuzr’s, called A Bacchante. From the 
view, more like a Frontante. Another characteristic Watteau comes 
from Mr. ALFRED bE Roruscuritp, L’ Accordée du Village. 
centre figure is a dog, who is looking uncommonly knowing. ‘‘ Every 
dog has his day,” and this particular dog is evidently having his day 
kept by the entire village. He is a lucky dog, féted to be happy. 
Here ’s a Rembrandt, small and early, lent by Mr. Humpnxy Wak, 
representing Robinson Crusoe’s great-grandfather. But here we 
finish our brief stay, and, before quitting Burli m House, we 
must take one last fond look at Rembrandt, by Himself, No. 157, 
round the corner. Magnificent! If you’ve only a quarter of an 
hour to spare, and pay your respects to picture which 
belongs to Lord 











Lent by Mr. Atrrep De Rorascuit. 
owing the infancy of cricket. Pretty design 


By Warreav. All em- 


| a 








SEaSONABLE GAME For British Troors iv Burman.—Da-cotts, 








A Common JovrnaListic Ovrrace.— Beating the Record. 





KH NOTICE. Rejected Communications or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any 
im no case be returned, not even when sccompanied by a Stamped and 


there will be no exception. 


description, will 
Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
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OLD HIGHLAND 
WHISKY. 


Per dos. Per gall. 


ge 7 years, Very Fine, 48s. 22g, 

"10 ,, Extra Fine, GOs. 28s, 

" 15 ,, For invalids, 72s. 34s. 

95 ,, Finest Liqueur, 120s. . 

OREL BROS., COBBETT & SON 
(LIMITED), 


210 & 211, PICCADILLY; 
18 & 19, PALL MALL, 
hisky y Bonded Stores, Inverness, N.B. 


OLD MEDAL, PARIS munntee, 1878 


INAHAN’ S . 
oe 


&, 1oUSs AND 

WH LsOME WHISKY, 

ME PRIZE MEDAL, DUBLIN EXHIBITION, 1866, 
LEAT TITCHFIELD STREET, _LONDON,W. 





“THE CREAM 
OF 


OLD IRISH 


MIT WHISKIE6,” 





ALLMAN‘'S 
WHISKEY 


re we FINEST Ape 





mandoN pisTiL 

Eslot shed 1825 
To be head at Clubs, Hotels, 
stavrants, and im casks 
Wholesale Wine and Spirit 
Mer hants throughout the 
nited Kingdom and (Colopies. 


and 
of ali 


; ASH AW & GO. 8 


ths. per doz. in Cases as imported. 
Star.eton & Co., 8, Regent Street, W. 


WELCOME ALWAYS, KEEP IT HANDY, 
MANT’S MORELLA CHERRY BRANDY,” 


fall Dealers. Reware of imitations. 
Manufactured by 
T. GRANT & SONS, MAIDSTONE. 
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LIEBIG 


OMPANY’S 


EXTRACT 
or 


LEAT 
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in Blue on each 
Label. 
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HOUTEN’S 
PURE SOLUBLE COCOA 


BEST & GOES FARTHEST. 
“It is admirable."—BRITISH MEDICAL JOURNAL. 


‘ ’ 
THE REAL CUP 0° KINDNESS. 
A Perfect Blending of the CHOICEST 
BRANDS of the Highest Classes of 
Fine Old Whiskies, in their Native 
purity, as produced ip Sootland, 
absolutely — with. 

® positively 


~ sow cou Sask, 12 Years’ Old. “ easond 
| rat es IN PURE SCOTCH WHIGKIES. 
| Name, Brand, and Registered Trade Mark, 


B.O.S. 





BLENDED OLD BCOTCH, 





| An exquisite Blending—So harmonious in 





THE BEAUTY OF THE SKIN ENHANCED BY 


POUDRE D'AMOUR 


. by Picamp cee rote 
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“A DAILY TREAT.” 


TOWER 
TEA, 


SOLD IN EVERY TOWN. 




















BEST FRIEND. 
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MAPPIN & WEBB'S 
DRESSING BAGS. 








(OUci-oRoncHIM 


THESE CIGARETTES give imme. 


combination—B8o evenly balanced—So deli- 
eately toned—A flavour so rare—So tanta- 
fisingly pleasant on the Palate— Possessing 
character 60 novel and so entirely its own, 
that it may fairly claim the very first place 
among high-class stimulants. Clever judges 
pronounce it “ unique and unrivalled.” 











and 
H. Persons who 

suffer at night with ing, 
Eerefacbie us they instantly check 
invaluable, as they | y 
the spas sleep, 
allow the ent to a 
night. They are peshouy harm- 
less, and may be oaneped Oy 
children, and most 
In Boxes of 35 , from 
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uine box bears 

X and CO., 238, 
London. Ponst-free. 








CIRCULAR POINTED 





Beven F Medals rit 
Box, 64., or pass ts ae 


c. Brandayer & ciate 
FOR DELICATE ay 


SQUIRE'S 
CHEMICAL 
FOOD. 


A PHOSPHATIC FOOD. 
In Bottles, 26., 9s. 64., and Gs. enc of Chomista, 
4 by Farge V oak frog davect trom 
SQUIRE & SONS, 


Hee Maseert's Ounuters. 








413, OXFORD STREET, LONDON, 


Eis PENS |Reasne 





B.O.8. ia remarkable for its “ delicious 
individuality of flavour,” mellowness and 
softness on the palate 
Twelve Years Old ro per Dozen. 
Eight 9 * 

Five 42s. 


Carriage Paid on Cases of 1 doz. and upwards. 
B.O.8. is sold in square white bottles six to 
the gallon, labelled and capeuled. 
Cases charged 2. per Dozen, allowed for 

for 


sd retu: ° le Dosen allowed 
y B.OB. bottles. 

fhe P are blenders of 

cotch . 8o coniident are they of 

its appreciation by Connoisseurs, that y 

will send a single Sample Ho tle, Carria, ge 
Paid, te ee baa ip ao ry Kigdom, 

64, reupectively. 


1 PEASE: SON & CO., 


“0 4, RLINGTOM, DURNAY, ENGLAND. 


Eetantisnen 1808 
Please mention this paper when ordering. 























PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL—Janvary 26, 1889. 





From the following Scene, together with the fact of his 
never once using the word in all his works, is it to be 


inferred that Shakespeare was unacquainted with “SOAP”? 


MACBETH, Act V., Scene 1.—New Reading. 











Lady Macbeth. What, will these hands neer be clean? 


Gentlewoman. Ay, Madam. Here, for a Shilling, is a Soverew 
remedy, fragrant of “all the perfumes of Arabia,"—-PEARS’ SOAP. 
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